THE  LIFE  OF  KATHERINE MANSFIELD

" But it was a little trying to have one's own washer-
woman living next door who would persist in attempt-
ing to talk to Mother over the fence, and then, just
beyond her c hovel/ as Mother called it, there lived
an old man who burned leather in his back yard
whenever the wind blew our way. And further along
there lived an endless family of half-castes who
appeared to have planted their garden with empty
jam tins and old saucepans and black iron kettles
without lids. And then just opposite our house there
was a paling fence and below the paling fence in a
hollow, .squeezed in almost under the fold of a huge
gorse-covered hill, was Saunders* Lane."

The children were strictly forbidden to venture
into that narrow and mysterious lane where women
with shawls over their heads slipped furtively.
Its grubbiness as Little George Street, afterward, was
nothing to what it had been as Saunders5 Lane.

The new house faced it ... almost looked down
upon it, in fact., but they could learn to pretend it
was not there. They could look across, at the
Tinakori Hills.

The girls had a room so high up it was like being
on a ship ; and they might see the Harbour again
as they used to, at No. 11, when they wdre very
small. Kathleen loved hanging out of this window,
like a bird from, a branch, at those secret hours
which open a new world : late at night, when the
city enclosing the Harbour was a city of stars, and
the Southern Gross dipped low in the sky. The coal
hulks far beyond Pipeta Point were indistinct shapes,
each with one green and one red light ; and the
tiny ships " all hung with bright beads " put out
across the Harbour toward the South Island.

126